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wanted to think about what she was saying, to look
at her, instead of concentrating on these damned cards.
Then, by degrees, the old fascination of gaming, the
siren that had got him by the throat in the Oxford
days, took possession of him. Lord Sheen made the
stakes higher and higher. At this rate, with bad luck,
Norton was conscious that he might lose more than he
could afford. Though so far he was about even. . . .
From the sofa a low-toned voice said:

"You're playing too high."

Sheen took no notice. Norton, feeling vaguely
guilty, replied:

"Last game, Lady Sheen."

She gave him a grateful look. Sheen, without
glancing up from his cards, called out:

"Flanders, fetch Lord Norton's nurse, will you
please/'

There was a general laugh, rather forced. Norton
said:

"Your game, I think, sir."

He pushed his chair back and one of the others
took his place. The whist went on. He glanced
around for a clock. . . Half-past two. He had an
Italian lesson at eleven next morning.

An unconquerable yawn rose up within him. He
struggled to stifle it, but in vain. Retreating towards
a portrait that hung over the fireplace, he let the yawn
out, as discreetly as he could, in the long-nosed Italian
face of the patrician gentleman whose quondam
ownership of the villa the portrait commemorated.
As he turned back to the company he noticed Lady
Sheen smiling at him.

"You would not have done that in his lifetime,"
she said.